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The Turkey Doll 


Which shall it be? 
Which shall it be? 
We looked at Will, 
And Will looked at we! 


“We” meaning three little girls, and 
“it’’ standing for turkeys or dolls. 

Such a grave question for children with 
hungry stomachs and empty arms just 
aching to clasp dolls close to loving hearts. 

‘] don’t care,” asserted Will, at last 
summing up courage to break the awful 
silence ; “you can’t eat dolls and you cam 
eat turkey, so I’d rather have it.” 


6 THE STO RRSEry er DO als 


« But, Willie!” cried Ella Maree, «you 
know the turkey would soon be gone, 
and the dolls would last on and on. We 
could have such fun with them. Please 
say you’d rather have presents! ”’ 

«No, I won't. It’s all right for you 
girls, but boys had rather have something 
to eat any day. Just think of the drum- 


sticks and stufhin’ ! 
Maybe we 
could have 
an 4 oyster 
or two | swimming 


around in the lovely brown 
gravy. Then rs) think of the 
beautiful cranb’ry sauce spread all over 
the white meat !”’ 

And Willie, with face aglow, clasped 
his hands over his stomach as he medi- 


tated on this Christmas dinner dream. 
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The three little girls wavered at this 
picture. It was hard to decide, espe- 


cially when 
had a turkey 
so long and 
ach never 
Pome quite 

Christmas 
ting along 
ward them, 
had that 
ing gravely 
to the little 
they must 
tween a 
Mer and 


she could 
both. She 


you hadn’t 
dinner for 
your stom- 
did seem to 
full. 

was trot- 
merrily to- 
and mother 
very morn- 
announced 
group that 
choose be- 
turkey din- 
presents, as 
not afford 
thought per- 


haps she had money enough saved for 


one or the other, 
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«You see, dearies, turkeys are very 
high.” 

«We never did go without one on 
Christmas,” cried Willie. “It would n’t 
seem like Christmas without a turkey 
dinner !”’ 
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«Neither would it without a doll,” 
sobbed Ella Maree, “and we always had 
both!” 

«J know that, too,” said the patient 
mother, “ but this has been a bad year for 
everybody. There are many who can’t 
have either; but I must be off to my 
work, and you can decide it.” 
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With a kiss for each wistful, upturned 
face, away she went, leaving the children 
to settle the matter. 

And so here they sat talking it over; 
the three little girls in a row in front of 
the one always hungry brother, trying to 
think of some new argument, for they 
simply must have the dolls, even if they 
had plain mush and milk for dinner for- 
ever and ever. 

“Just think, brother, 
how it will be,” 
pleaded Ella Maree, 
the oldest of 
the girls; 


| Pp ieecuvcr wilt all 

et SE SE 

<5 ===, hang up our 

| stockings, 
= 2 and the next morning 

fim. what will we see? Such 


\y i f- 
oe i darling dolls, poking their 
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heads out of the top of each stocking | 
Oh, you never saw such beauties as they 
have this year. You could have some- 
thing you liked, too, maybe a tool box, 
and you could make things like father 
used to.” | 

“Yes,” chimed in Annie, “and you 
could make us each a cunning bed and 
some chairs for the dollies. Do let’s 
choose the presents!”’ 

Yes, brudder,’ cried Jane, in quaint 
imitation of the others, “I does n’t want 
a empty tristmus tockin. We des has to 
have dollies peekin’ out!” 
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«Please choose presents,” chorused all 
three as they leaned forward, anxiously 
awaiting the verdict, for, Willie being the 
eldest, they always felt that they must let 
him decide important matters. 


The tool box strongly appealed to 
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Willie for a moment, but only for a mo- 
ment. 

He arose, swung himself out of the 
house, crying, “Me for turkey! Me for 
turkey!” 

The two younger sisters with swim- 
ming eyes followed him to school, leaving 
Ella Maree to mind the baby and attend 
to the various household duties. 

For a while she watched the pathetic 
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little figures trudge along, then gazed 


with admiration at the white world spread 
out before her. 

She never tired of this sparkling, beau- 
tiful scene, and as she gazed she pondered 
on this wonderful Christmas-time. 

What was it for, anyhow? How did it 
come to be? In a flash she remembered, 
and she cried aloud, «Why, it was the 
Christ Child who brought it to us! Just 
the birth of that darling baby, the very 
grandest gift that can possibly come to 


ae 


any one: 
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Then if the sige): of this little baby 
brought Pare! such joy 


_ Ee 4 
LORCV.ELY Nigra oe i: X=" one and 
| ae ‘what made 


was really a 
Christmas, it 


time for dolls 


children, for {L\¥' everybody knows 
dolls are next to i, ¥' babies! 
If this were “—“ true, then 


course 1t was meant to be, and there must 
be some way to get them. 
As she pondered on this very reason- 
: able theory, her gaze rested 
on the dear old pine which 
| stood so straight and tall 
“| before the house. 
| Every needle was en- 
crusted in ice, and in the 
sunlight the branches 


| gleamed and _ glistened, 
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seeming almost like outspread arms long- 
ing to enfold the little girl and dispel her 
troubles. 

Suddenly the child laughed aloud, 
clapped her hands and exclaimed joy- 
fully : — 

«It looks like the Christmas tree they 
had at the church once and Santa Claus 
came. Why didn’t I think about him 
before ?”’ 

Baby gurgled and cooed at this out- 
burst and begged in her mute way to be 
taken up. Ella Maree raised her from 


her warm nest, clasped her close 


she covered 
i len 71N ; 
her face with sy kisses, then 


cried: “Oh, 


com f ort as ie 


baby, such a 
you are! It’s 
ALINE Senttealpites 
will take 


going to be 
Santa Claus 
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care of it. I don’t know who he is, nor 
what he is, nor where he is, but he Alls 
stockings and makes everybody happy 
at Christmas-time, and so he must be 
good! Now, you must have your bath, 
and then I must do the work and get 
dinner.”’ 

So baby curled her toes before the fire 
while she was tenderly bathed and dressed. 
Then with her “comfort” in the shape of 
a bottle of warm milk, she was returned to 
her cradle nest. 


SD coniget omen oe 


From this point of view she smacked 
her lips over her food, and lazily watched 
Ella Maree as she tidied up the house, 
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| peeled potatoes, and made 
gy | a parsnip stew. While these 

— were singing a merry tune 
as they bubbled and boiled, the child 
sought pencils and paper. | 

They must write to Santa Claus that 
very day. He was far away and it took 
time for letters to go. 

All was in readiness when the children 
came stamping in, hungry as bears. 

While they ate their frugal meal, Ella 
Maree unfolded her plan. 

“What do you think, children, I 
just happened to remember about Santa 
Claus!” and she beamed upon them as 
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though the whole matter were settled. 
“Over in Germany they write to him 
before Christmas and he brings them 
presents!” she continued. 

«What good does that do us?” asked 
Willie. «We don’t live in Germany.” 

“Yes, but» he isallhvoOver mate every- 
where the children write to him.” 

«That’s bosh!” declared Willie ; « how 
could he be everywhere ?”’ 

“JT don’t s’pose it’s the same Santa 
Claus. ‘There must be ever so many 
brothers, and when a letter is sent to 
Santa Claus, one of ’em gets it. I’ve read 
all about it, and I’ve got the pencils and 
paper all ready. Come, for we ought to 
send ’em. Begin with ‘Dear Santy Claus,’ 
then tell him what you want.” 

Three heads leaned over the table, while 
three hands busily scribbled. 


oR 


SANS TA, CEAUS 


AKO) 


WRITING 
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Little Jane watched them for a mo- 
ment, looking very serious. She was just 
learning to print, so how could she write 
a letter? Suddenly a bright idea flashed 
through her little brain.. 
She ran to a drawer 
where were kept a few 
treasured magazines. 
Among the advertise- 
mentsshe founda picture 
of a beautiful doll, at 
which she had many 
times looked with long- 
ing eyes. This she cut out and pinned 
on her sheet of paper. Then she printed 
underneath POA LAVA. She paused 
a long time over the letter J, not quite 
certain which way the curve should go. 
She finally decided to make it on both sides, 
to be sure, thus producing the fish-hook. 
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The others were still busy, so, joyously 
nodding her little head, she found two 
more sheets of paper. These she pinned 
full of various articles cut from the 
magazine pages. Then she printed on one, 
MOTHSA; onthe other,Fog AJAY. 

She gazed delightedly at these pages 
until the silence was broken as one after 
another sighed heavily and announced 
the work finished. 

“ Now, let’s read ’em,” cried Ella Ma- 
ree, waving her paper on high. «I asked 
for Willie, too, *cause I knew he’d ask 
for a turkey”; and she read: — 


Dear Santa Craus — | 
Please bring mea doll and Willie a 
magick lantern and tool box. 
So no more at present. 
Eira Maree Brown. 
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meow, Annie, you re next.” 
Annie blushed a little as she said, shyly, 
« Maybe you’ll think mine isn’t very 
good, but you know Jane always does 


break oy alot Page 


Dear Santy Criaus — be sure to ere 


Jane a doll ’cause if she sees mine she’ll 
want it. ANNIE Brown. 


Willie shouted at this and cried, « You 
have n’t even asked for one and he’ll 
think you have one. So you'll be the 
one to borrow Jane’s, I’m thinkin’! ” 

In a panic Annie added this postcript — 
« Mine is the one you’re goin’ to bring.” 

“Do you think it’ll do?” she asked, 
anxiously, of Ella Maree. 
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“Yes, dear, it’s as nice ‘little lear 
Now, Willie, read yours.” 

Willie laughed roguishly as he said, « I 
decided to ask for a doll, too.” 

«Why, Willie Brown!” exclaimed the 
children in one breath, “ you hate dolls, 
you know you do!” 

“ Not this kind; I'd like one every day 
in the week and two on Sunday. Yoursare 
n’t in it with mine, ’cause I can eat it.” 

All three children looked aghast at this 
cannibal brother as they cried, “ Kat your 


doll /” 


«Yes, eat it, and you'll help, see if you 


don’t. Look at it. I’ve madea picture of 
it so Santa Claus won’t make a mistake.” 
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There, sure enough, was a picture of a 
doll, and such a funny doll! 

«What is it?”’ they all chorused. 

«Oh, girls have n’t any brains. Can’t 
you see it’s a turkey dressed up and stand- 
ing in a sea of gravy?” 

All shouted at this, and Annie asked, 
«What are those funny toads in the gravy 
FOrEE 

“Toads! They are n’t toads;—can’t 
you see? —they are big fat oysters swim- 
ming around.” 

«What kind of beads has it wound its 
neck?” lisped Jane. 

Again Willie laughed as he replied, 
“ Beads! — well, listen to that ] — those 
_ are the beautiful rosy cranb’rys I was tell- 
ing you about.” 

“See its wings brought around like 
hands. What’s that hangin’ from them? 
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Looks like dollars,’ said Ella Maree 


“Dollars, mercy!” exclaimed Willie 
once more. “Those are pies. Don’t you 
know a pie when you see it? Read what 
it says in the centre of ’em.” 

All looked 
closely to see 
what was with- 
in the two 


magic circles. NL 

“ Tain’t writin’ a-tall,” declared little 
Jane. “It’s aman in the moon in one, 
and some little round stones in the other.”’ 

“IT know,” cried Ella Maree, dancing 
about; “the man in the moon looks likea 
jack o’ lantern, and that means pumpkin 
pies, of course. The stones are raisins and 
apples and meat, I s’pose, ’cause I think 
you want a mince pie. Is that right?” 

“Of course. I’m glad you see what it 


eee NIM 
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means, for if you see it, surely Santa 
iaus will. Now, this is what’I have 
Pomteet: | —— 

Dear Santa Criaus: — 

Me for this kind of a doll. You will 
notice I only put two oysters in the gravy, 
just enough to flavor it, ’cause I know 
oysters is high. 

If you have anything left, you might 
send a few to make a noise with. Please 
send also to each of us a stocking of 
candy full from top to toe. 

Yours respfly, 


WILLIAM Brown. 
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“Fine!” they all cried, and for some 
time they feasted their eyes on this artistic 
letter. 

Suddenly they were interrupted by 
little Jane, crying, “I didn’t read mine 
letter and I wants to. It’s a picture let- 
Len utoGe ie 

“Why, of course,” said Ella Maree; 
“come on sister’s lap and let’s see your 
letter. I was going to write yours for 
you. 

Jane was so cunning they all adored 
her, and they gathered around her, curi- 
ous to see her picture letter. 

Her little fat hands clutched the three 
sheets, and she proudly displayed them, 
shouting gleefully, «See! a booful dollie 
for me, and these for mother, ’tause she 
isint here, and these for baby ’tause he 
tant wite.”’ 
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“Bless the child! See what she has 
done,” cried Ella Maree, and all eagerly 
examined these unusual letters. 

At the top of mother’s was a lady ina 
tailor suit. All about her were scattered a 
number of articles; a hat, pair of gloves, a 
plant in bloom, a box with candy rolling 
out of it,and even a bookcase full of books. ° 

On the other sheet was a baby’s outht. 

“You dear lamb, yours are the very 
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best of all, "cause we were selfish pigs, 
never thinking of mother and baby,” said 
Ella Maree, wiping her eyes over Jane’s 
thoughtfulness. “I think 
it was dear for you to think 


YY 
(ie -" 
Ks 


to cut out the pictures be- 
cause you could n’t write. 
Now, come to the up- 
stairs window. ‘This 


¢ 


is the way they i | 

Ripe Plan a 

it, cause I saw ani 
ae 


, i, 


the picture 
OLnte 
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The four 


| hurried 
| 1 ,up the 
i HesCa it 
IF, way. 

Ella Ma- 


ree opened 
the window, 


crying, “All 
lean out and 
when the 


fr" . 
I 


=-—=— drop your letter and it will 
blow straight to Santa Claus.” 


wind blows hard, 


In a moment came a blast sweeping 
about the little heads ; away fluttered the 
tiny notes, looking like white-winged 
doves as they scurried along. 

The children watched them out of 
sight, then went below to talk it over, 
and to wonder if Santa Claus really would 
get them all. 


Tur white missives had a rollicking time 
sailing along over the snow. 

As a rule they kept together, but oc- 
casionally one was left behind, then the 
others paused until that one joined them. 

The beautiful tailor lady was usually 
ahead, seeming to beckon the others on 
and on. 

Once the turkey doll got stuck between 
two stones, where it wildly waved and flut- 
tered until a kindly blast loosened it; then 
on it flew, up hill and down, the others 
following, away out into the country, till 
suddenly the tailor lady spied a small silver 


3° 
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house lying at the side of the road. She 
hastened to investigate this, while the 
others crowded about her. 

On top of the house a small red flag 
stood straight up as though promising pro- 
tection to whoever might enter. The door 
stood hospitably open, and, weary with 
the long journey, those white missives, 
with one accord, blew straight into this 
refuge. They settled down all snugeled 
up together, like tiny white sheep gone 
astray, awaiting their shepherd to come 
to their rescue. 
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The unusual storm had borne them 
where all letters belong, for this silver 
house was nothing more nor less than a 
mail box which had fallen to the side of 
the road. 

The snow had blown about it, hiding 
it from view until two days before Christ- 
mas. Here the letters lay, still awaiting 
their shepherd, until suddenly came the 
joyous sound of bells nearer and nearer. 

Many times had they listened to the 
bells go by, but never before had they 
paused as did these right in front of the 
tiny house. 

Then came the postman’s cheery whistle 
as he raised the box to fasten it to its post. 

“Well, well!” he cried; « I wondered 
what had become of you. So you thought 
you would hide from Uncle Sam, did you? 
And what is hiding inside. Let me see. — 
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Letters to Santa Claus! Six of them! I 
do declare! They are quite clever, too. 
Think I’l] take them home and show the 
children.” 

Away he went, flying over the snow 
with the precious letters safely stowed 
away in his pocket. 
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As he drove into his own dooryard, the 


windows of his house were filled with 
curly heads, all shouting over the return 


of « Daddy.” 
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Inside the cheery room he hung away 
nis greatcoat, and to his family gathered 
about him he cried : — 

«What do you s’pose I found as I was 
driving along? Buried in the snow was 
one of Uncle Sam’s little houses. In it 
were a half-dozen letters with no post- 
age. They are addressed to Santa Claus, 
so | thought I might as well keep them 
as any one, for I’m a kind of Santa Claus. 
Look, children, who do you s’pose wrote 
them ?” 

The children knew at once where they 
came from, and one cried, — 

“From Widow Brown’s children. They 
come to our school. I heard Annie cryin’ 
the other day, ’cause she said they could n’t 
have any presents. They’re awful poor, 
mother. Mrs. Brown goes out to work. 
Could n’t we play Santa Claus?” 
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“Yes, mother dear,’ echoed another; 
“let’s play Santa Claus; we never did, 
and I think it would be lots of fun.” 

The mother thought for a moment, 
then replied : — 

“Well, you know we haven’t very 
much, but if you are willing to give away 


some of your 


old toys | will 


help to put 7 Zig , : e them in order. 
I believe | we can 
give them 
exactly Aas what 
they Ah oe a x for.” 

The os chilagan 


laughed heartily as father held up the 
turkey doll picture, and said mischiev- 
ously : — 

«IT knew you were equal to most any- 
thing, but really do you think you can 
give Willie the turkey doll?” 


THE TURKEY DOLL 37 


«You ll see I can,” said mother, toss- 
ing her head, “just wait. I never would 
have thought of it, but I have made many 
dolls, and I don’t see why I can’t makea 
turkey doll. Come, children, bring what- 
ever you have that you will give away.” 

The children, much excited, gladly 
obeyed, and soon came well laden. The 
girls with numerous dolls much the worse 
for wear, the boys with a tool chest, magic 
lantern, and “a few things to make a noise 
with.” 
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« That’s a fine lot,” said mother; “we 
will get to work at once. Boys, clean up 
the lantern and the tools. I will dress the 
dollies, while you girls wash their faces 
and brush out the tangled curls.” 

Very busy they all were for these two 
days, with the result that the dolls were 
transformed, indeed. Grandma helped by 
knitting hoods and mittens, also fashion- 
ing cunning nighties, and the old lady 
took as much pride in the result as any 
one. When they were 
all gowned, hooded, 
and cloaked, sitting in 
a row, the dolls gazed 
in smiling wonderment 
at the admiring audi- 
ence ‘“ohing” and 


“ahing” as they hov- 


ered over them. 
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“The tools sas. on Sy lay neatly piled 
in the chest as! \4/ shiny as it was 
Docsiple. to 
The magic lan | 
put in order. | 
the store and ky 
candy which PX 
gauze stock : 
to toe.” A bon 
were found for 


make them. 

aory tern also was 

Nt Father went to 

Hs bought some 

a Nh filled. pink 
weeks 


J ings ‘from top 


the mother; 
outfit for baby. 
with twinkling 
eyes, came in - ‘with the big 
turkey, which iN | had been 
scrubbed with : Petbmish }tor 


oyumenel sak e 
this special occasion. 


ni net and shawl 


also acomplete 
Then mother, . 
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All laughed and: gathered about her, 


for all were eager to see how she would 
make it into a doll. 

“Easy as anything,” she said, as she 
quickly stuffed a rag head, tying it on 
with a strip of muslin which was wound 
about the neck and under the wings. 

On this she skillfully painted a face, 
then robed the fowl in the baby clothes, 
bonnet, and coat, all of which fitted to 
perfection. 

She put the feet into baby shoes and 
stockings and the ends of the wings into 
mittens. 

“It really does look like a doll,” cried 
father; “I did n’t think you could do it!” 

“It’s beautiful,’ exclaimed the child- 
ren, capering about the room. 

«Of course it is,” said mother. « Now, 
you string the cranberries for the neck- 
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lace, while I stuff it.” And in a jiffy the 
turkey had a dressing that probably no 
turkey ever had before. 

In went nuts, raisins, candy, and ap- 


ples, the Re ee raisins and 
candy be m y ing wrap- 
ped in oil yd % paper be- 
cause Mr. = ESN Turke y 
was rather PS fat. 
“Now,” g cried the 


mother, triumph- 
antly, « Mr. Turkey Doll 
is ready, so are the pies and everything 
else, but how can we get these things into 
the children’s stockings?” 

All pondered on this, till suddenly the 
father settled the question. 

“J have a fine plan,” he said; « we will 
be really truly Santa Clauses. I’ll take the 
bells off the horse, and when the children 
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are ‘nestled all snug in their beds, while 
visions of sugar plums dance through their 
heads, we will come prancing down the 
road with our eight tiny reindeer, or rather 
our poor old nag. You just wait and see 


what a fine surprise we will give them!” 


Tuar night the man in the moon had 


a broader smile than usual as he chuckled 
away all by himself. How he loved Christ- 
mas Eve! Ofcourse he saw the whole 
show from the best seat in the house, and 
could hardly wait for the performance to 
begin. The sound of Santa Claus’s rein- 
deer dancing over the snow to the music 

{ Christmas bells was the signal for the 
curtain to rise, and on this stage the lights 
were turned off instead of on when these 
actors appeared. 

44 
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The man in the moon looked into all 
the windows of the various homes, and 
saw hundreds of children “hanging up 
stockings by chimneys with care,’ or 
dancing about empty trees which they 
knew would be filled by the morrow. 

He lingered long at ¢ 
many of these windows, 
especially at those of the 
humble dwellings. Some- 
times he even brushed 
away a tear, for he knew 


it took money to fill 
these stockings and trees, 


LASTS 


and in the small houses 


there seemed less money = 
and more children than in the big ones. 
He wondered why that was. 

He grew still more troubled when in 
some beautiful homes the chimneys were 
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empty. No stockings meant no children, 
and this was the saddest thing of all. 

Now he peered into the window from 
which the letters had fluttered some days 
before. Here on four pillows lay four lit- 
tle heads. By the chimney hung the limp 
stockings. 

As he lingered for a moment, longing 
to be assured of the fact that Santa Claus 
would not pass by this home, what do you 
think he saw? 

Gliding swiftly and noiselessly, along 
came a sleigh which stopped right in front 
of this house. 

Then he saw a man, a lady, and five 
children laden with packages. 

They were going to fill the stockings, 
of course, he said to himself. 

No, they were not, for they drove the 
sleigh close up to a pine tree standing all 
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alone like a soldier guarding the little 
home. 

A beautiful pine it was; its branches 
hung with glistening frosty icicles ap- 
peared as though Santa Claus had already 
made his visit. 

The man in the moon then saw the 
man stand up in the sleigh and tie vari- 
ous parcels on to the branches; the gauze 
stockings filled to the brim with candy, 
the beautiful dolls nodding and smiling 
in the moonlight, and lastly, the odd doll, 
dressed as a baby, hung low, while right in 
front of it hung two pies looking like a pair 
of scales suspended from the doll’s hands. 

Then he saw the man carefully place 
against the tree a pole with a hook at 
one end. Then they quietly drove away. 

The man in the moon never missed 
one detail of this interesting performance. 
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He had seen many Christmas trees 


filled, but they always stood in a corner 


of a bright, cheery room in the glow of 


a crackling fire; 


the branches loaded with 


gift fruit and jeweled with myriads of 


twinkling lights. 
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Never before in all this big world had 
he seen a growing tree hung with gifts 


and lighted only by moonbeams shining 


on frosted icicles. 


He breathed a sigh of relief as he 
paused for one more peep at the window 
and found the mother filling the stock- 
ings with some poor little gifts. She had 
decided to give up the turkey and to use 
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the hard-earned savings for presents and 
food, doing the best she could with what 
she had. 

The man in the moon flashed a sood- 
bye to the dear little heads on the pil- 
lows, and away he went, for nothing would 
he miss on this eventful night. 
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Very early Christmas morning four 
little heads were suddenly raised from 
four pillows. Then four white-robed 
figures hopped on to the floor and pat- 
tered out to where the stockings hung. 

“Do you s’pose Santa Claus got the 
letters?’ whispered Annie. 

Ella Maree excitedly nodded her head, 
while each took a stocking and sat down 
on the floor. All peeped within and 
peeped again. Could it be possible there 
was no doll, even for Baby Jane? 

52 


eee UR bye 1D) OL 53 


They swallowed hard as the bitter 
truth dawned upon them, and each ex- 
amined the one gift drawn forth, with a 
few candies. Tears started to four pairs 
of eyes, but Ella Maree quickly dashed 
hers away and cried :—_ 

«I’m glad we didn’t tell mother we 
wanted new dolls. Poor little mother! She 
would feel so sorry over our disappoint- 
ment. Look at her empty stocking we 
made her hang up! We ought to be a 
little bit happy ‘cause we did get some- 
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«T is happy,” beamed Sunny Jane; 
“’tause I know Santy Claus did det our 
letters and he is comin’ pitty soon. I know 
what to put in mother’s stockin’, too, 
booful pictures”; and she ran for the 
treasured magazines. 

“Bless the baby heart, we will,” they 
cried in chorus, and the busy fingers cut 
and cut till they had enough to fill the 
stocking to the brim. 

Then Ella Maree cried excitedly, “Let's 
go under her window and sing the Christ- 
mas Carol we learned at Sunday School. 
Hurry and get dressed before she wakes 
up.” 

Soon four figures, wrapped in bed 
quilts, stole out the back door and hud- 
dled together under a window; then came 
a joyous burst ef music which sounded 
almost heavenly to the mother as she list- 
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ened to the sweet childish voices. When 
the song was finished, the children hur- 
ried in and quickly formed a procession. 
Jane stood at the head carrying the 
rustling stocking. 

« Merry Christmas, mother dear,” they 
chorused, as they paused at her bedside. 


« Merry Christmas, it seems, indeed, I 
am sure, when I find my brood so 


happy.” 
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“ Of course we are happy,’ cried Ella 


Maree. “ We all found something in our 
stockings, and you, too, have some gifts. 
See!” 

The mother joyously exclaimed over 
the pictures, then gathered her dear ones 
close, and cried : — 

“I know one thing. Our stockings are 
brimful of love,and I s’pose there was n’t 


room for much beside. 
| on Come, let’s get break- 
. Cs fast and tidy up the 
oe house. I have one sur- 


prise at least for you. 
We are going to pop 
corn and have a candy- 
pull. Molasses and corn 
are cheap, and we can 
have a glorious time!” 


The children, de- 
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lighted at this news, hastened to help, 
while Willie ran to fill the woodbox. 

Presently he dashed in, his eyes wild 
with excitement. 

me@ome, quick!’ he cried; ‘Santa 
Claus was here, but I s’pose he could n't 
get down the chimney!” 

They all hurried to the door, and there 
saw the wonderful tree. They threw the 
discarded quilts about them, and ran out, 
while Baby Jane shouted :— 

«He did tum, and I knew he dotted 
the letters! See the dollies! Oh, the boo- 
ful, booful dollies!” 

Willie seized the long pole and hooked 
down one gift after another. _ 

Each little girl joyfully clasped a doll 
to her bosom, while she waved on high the 
stockingful of candy. 


Mother wept over her treasures, while 
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the turkey doll fairly fell into Willie’s 


open arms. 
“How funny!” he cried. «See! it’s 

truly a turkey doll, just what I asked for.” 

And he ran into the house hugging it close 
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and run far (jJ—-- down the 
road. Here ={8 ‘ they climbed 
into a waiting 9 —= sleigh and 
drove away to the music of the bells, and 
to the sweeter music of the love-song in 
their hearts. 


Back in the little house the clothes were 
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removed from the turkey doll, for mother 
knew it must go into the oven at once. 

As she thrust her hand inside, she found 
the strange dressing, which she quickly 
removed and divided among the aston- 
ished children, who began to think won- 
ders would never cease. 

While Willie watched the turkey per- 
formance, the girls undressed the dollies 
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that they might try on the cunning night- 
dresses. 

« Aren't they beautiful!” cried Annie; 
“not plain at the neck like ours with just 
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a China button on a band. See the dear 
little ruffles with lace, all drawn up with 
such pretty ribbon. Oh,I’mso happy!” and 


she gently rocked her treasure to sleep. 


«“ How did Santa Claus ever get those 
letters, mother dear?” they all queried as 
they sat down to the lovely dinner; «he 
brought every single thing! ” 

And so he did. The turkey gravy did 
have oysters swimming about, and the de- 
licious cranberry sauce was all spread out 
over the dark and white meat. 

“He even brought the right kind of 
pies, too,” cried Willie. « However did he 
get the letters, do you know?” 
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Of course mother didn’t know. Only 
the wind and the wee silver house and 
the tiny red flag knew exactly how he got 
them. So it is a dead secret, because they 
can’t tell. 

To be sure, you know, and I know, 
and the postman’s family knows, but we 
won't any of us tell. 

It will still be a dead secret till some 
Christmas Santa Claus will leave this book 
on the old pine tree. There it will swing 
and swing and shine in the cold moon- 
light till Willie comes out and gets it 
down witha pole, and they will all read it. 

Then I suppose you will SaViatoOldse 
and perhaps I did! 
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